IX
MADRID TO-DAY
THE way from Segovia to Madrid lies at first among
the mountains of the Guadarrama, those beautiful
strongholds of grey rock that separate the two Castiles.
Passing the little towns of S, Ildefonso and Guadarrama
itself, it is not till you come to Villalba that you find that
you have crossed the mountains, and that before you lies
an immense plain, in which Madrid lies hid, really in the
centre of Spain, guarded by desert and mountain and the
immense desolations of winter and summer, here in this
lofty southern land, from any easy approach whether of
friend or enemy. More lonely and more silent than the
Campagna of Rome, the greatest treasure of Madrid is
this immense desert, where she stands the youngest of all
the capitals of Spain, Few among those who have come
to her, for the most part a little hurriedly, have under-
stood the strong masculine beauty of this country, in the
midst of which she rises on her hills. She has no great
tradition to plead her cause in our hearts as Rome has,
for, while the Campagna is still mysterious, strewn with
great dead things among which a new nation is struggling
for life, the desert of Madrid seems without significance,
just an immense desolation that has brought forth nothing
save blades of grass and the wind. And yet, indeed, as
you traverse that wilderness, breaking in great billows
over immense boulders of rock, overwhelming every
obstruction, discovering in its terrible energy and rest-
lessness the very structure of the land, the bones, as it